THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

"Going on to-night?"

"To-morrow, I think."

"Where?"

"Taunton."

"I'm going there now if you'd like a lift?"

"Could you wait five minutes?"

"Ten if you like."

I packed, paid, apologized, and was ready; the
driver courteously accepted "one for the road." We
went out and mounted a gigantic covered van. As
soon as we had rattled out of the town he cheerfully
said that, of course, he wasn't allowed to give me a lift,
really. The insurance companies didn't like it, he said,
as we whizzed round a corner, and wouldn't pay up if
there was an accident. Besides, there were all those girls
chaps picked up at coffee-stalls on the main roads. A
bad lot they were.

There was, what with the jolting and the con-
versation, not much chance of admiring the landscape.
Just before Taunton he asked me to dismount, though
he was quite willing for rne to go on if I would mas-
querade as one of his directors on a holiday. I was glad
to get off.

I did not feel like an early couch, and played snooker
late with some men who were Freemasons in the house
of one of them some miles from the town. It was a
good distance, and I was taken to and fro in a car in
the dark. They introduced each other to me, but I
don't think remembered to ask my name. One of
them, whichever it was, was a very open-handed
host. The billiard room was full of the heads of koodoo,
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